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dressing the wounds. We could hear the firing, and
the echoes of it rolling around the hills, and even
the shouting of the chiefs in the, to us, inarticulate
insults to the enemy and encouragement to their
own men. One of the surgeons took his rifle and
offered himself as guide to the battlefield.

Vukovich is in a deep hollow, and, as we rose on
the ridge that separated it from the higher land on
which the fight was going on, a rifle ball sung over
my head and went on into the Tillage- Others fol-
lowed, some plunging into the earth near us, and
some striking the rocks. We were just in the range
of the insurgents, who were fighting up hill on the
farther side of the hill, round the summit of which
was the circle of breastworks held by the doomed
Turkish force, and the bullets of the assailants
ranged over to us. It was my first experience under
a prolonged fire, though not of being fired at, and
I must admit that it put me in a terrible funk. I
put the largest Montenegrin of the group which
accompanied us between myself and the firing party.
I had not eaten a crumb since the day before, or
taken even a cup of coffee, and my legs were in
cramp from the hard walking for six hours in mud
and snow, and I was ready to drop from fatigue and
hunger. One of the chiefs who came by on his
way to the ambulance, where the ghastly procession
of wounded was now coming in, seeing me pale and
exhausted, offered me his flask of slievovits (plum
brandy), of which I drank a half-tumbler raw. The
effect was marvelous, and enabled me clearly to